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As ſmal as men mape feat eve 

In the delerte ol Lybye 

Ne no maner creature 

That is yłoꝛmed dy nature 
Ne lawe J. me to rede oꝛ mie 
O Chak thought g.that are in bliũe 
From kanton and illufſion 

Me laue, and with deuocyon 
Myne yen to the heuen Jcaſte 

Tho was F ware. lo at che laſte 

That taſte by the lonne on hie 
As kenne myght F with mine eye 
Me thought J a we an Egle ſoꝛe 
But that it ſemed moche moꝛe 
Than J had anpe Egle yteine 
Chis is as ſothe as death certaine 
It was of golde and Hone fo bright 
That neuer ſawe men ſoche a tight 
But yk the heuen had ywonne 
Al newe ol god another ſonne 
So ſhone the Egles tethers bꝛight 


And kom what down warde gan it iyght. 


Explicit liber primus. 
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l Foz now at ert hal pe tere 
So ſely and fo dzedefuti a 


bplpos oc? or guy! igh dou 
Chat I tape neither Sciptow 
Ne hinge Nabugodonofoze 
Pharao, Turnus, ne Alcanoꝛe 
Ne metten loche a dꝛeme asthis 
Nowe kaire bliſful, O Cipꝛis 
So be my favour at this time 
That pe me tendite andrime 
Helpeth that in Pernaſo dwel 
Belyde Elicon the clere wel 
O thought. that wꝛote al that J met 
And in the treloꝛie it let 
Ol my bꝛaine, nowe thal men fe 
Ik any vertue in the be 
To tel al my dꝛeme aright 
No we kithe thy engin and thy might 
Chis Egle of whiche J haue pou tolde 
Chat wich fethers ſhone al ol golde 
Whiche that lo hie gan to fore 
J gan beholde moꝛe and moꝛe 
To lene her beaute an the wonder 
But neuer was that dente ol thunder 


Nowe bernen euerye ma- 
Chat Engliche vnder 


Hae, Fol, tclxxvij, 


Ne that thinge that men cal foudꝛee 
That ſmite fomtime a toureto poudre 
And in his Cwitte comminge bꝛende 
That fo lwithe gan down warde difcende 
As this foule whan it behelde 
That Ja rowme was in the feive . 
And with his grim pawes ſtronge 8 
Mithin his ſharpe nailes longe oi 
Me lleyng at a twappe he hente RG 
And with his tours again bp wente 
Me cariyng in his tlawes ſtarke 
As lyghtly as J had ben a larke 
Howe hye J can not tellen powe 
Foꝛ J came vp. niſt neuer hoe 
Foꝛ ſo aſtonted an alweued RD. 
Was euery vertue in me heued ORD 
What with his fours and my d2ed 
That al my felinge gan to deed 
FOr Whyte was a great affrage 
Thus FZ longe in his clawes layhe 
Til at laſt he to me ſpeae TIGR, 
In mannes voice, and laid awake 
And be not agaſt fo for ſhame OH 
And called me tho by mp name . 
And for F chulde better abꝛaide 
Me to a wake, thus he ſaide 
Right in the Came voice and Keri 
Chat vſeth one that J can neuin 
And with that voice fothe to ſaine 
My minde came to me againe 
Foꝛ it was goodly ſaide to me 
So nas it neuer wonte tobe 
And here withal J gan to kere 12 
As he me in his kete bere ( 
Til that he f eilte that J had hegte — 5 
Ind feite eke tho mine hearte beate 
Ind tho gan he me to diſpoꝛte 
And with gentel wordes me comfozte 
In laid twyfe, ſaint Mar n 
Chou arte a nopous thinge to carx 
And nothinge nedeth it perde 
Foꝛ allo wiſe god heipe me 
As thou no harme halte ha ue of this 
And this caſe that betidde the is 
Is koꝛ thy loꝛe and koꝛ thy pꝛowe 
Lette ſe, darſt thou lone pet nowe 
Be fulentured boldely 3555 
Jam thy krende, and therwith J 
Gan koꝛ to wonder in myminde 
O God (q; J) that madeſt al hinde 


hal F none otherwiſe die 
Woheder Joue wil me ſtellyklte 
Dt what thing mape this lignilte 


Jam neither Enocke ne Pelpe 
e Romulus, ne Ganemede 
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As ſmal as men mape ſe at epe 
In the delerte ol Wybpe 

Ne no maner creature 

That is yłoꝛmed by nature 
Ne lawe J. me to rede o wie 
O Chik thought g. that are in bliſle 
From kanton anaiiiufion 

Me ſaue, and with deuocyon 

Myne pen to the heuen Jcaſte 

Tho was J ware, lo at the laſte 
That taſte by the lonne on hie 
As kenne myght J with mine eye 
Me thought J ſa we an Egle ſoꝛe 
But that it ſemed moche moꝛe 
Than J had anpe Egle peine 
This is as ſothe as death certaine 
It was of golde and Hone fo bright 

That neuer ſawe men ſoche a tiggt 
But yk the heuen had pwonne 

Al ne we or god another ſonne 

So ſbone the Egles fethers bzight 
And lomwhat downwarde gan it iyght. 


Explicit liber primus. 
Nowe herken euerpe ma⸗ 
That Engliche vnder 
ſtandecan si 
\ | And ipttety of mpdꝛeme 


to here } 
Foꝛ now at erſt Hal pe tere 
So ſely and ſo dꝛedefull a 
vplpon 


Chat J tape neither Scipion 
Ne kinge Pabugodonofoze 
Pharao, Turnus, ne Alcanoꝛe 
Ne metten foche a dꝛeme as this 
Nowe kaire bliſful, O Cipꝛis 
So be mp favour at this time 
That pe me tendite and rime 
Helpeth that in Pernaſo dwel 
Belyde Elicon the clere wel 
O thought, that wꝛote al that J met 
And in the tretoꝛie it let 
Ol my bꝛaine,.nowe thal men le 
Ik any vertue in the be 
To tel al my dꝛeme aright | 
No we kithe thy engin and thy might 
This Egle of whiche J haue you tolde 
Chat with tethers chone al ok golde 
Whiche that fo hie gan to ſoꝛe 
J gan beholde moꝛe and moꝛe 
To lene her beaute an the wonder 
But neuer was that dente of thnnder 
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Me that thinge that men cal koudꝛee 
That Cite fomtime a toureto poudre 
And in his twitte comminge bꝛende 
That fo lwithe gan down warde difcende - 
As this foule whan it beheilde 
That Ja rowme was in the keide in 
And with his grim pawes ſtronge 8 
within his ſharpe nailes longe 87 
Me lleyng at a twappe he hente RE K 
And with his tours again bp wente 
Me caripng in his tclawes tarke 
As lyghtly as J had ben a larke 
Howe hype J can not tellen po we 1 
Foz J came vp. I niſt neuer howe 
Foꝛ ſo aſtonted an acfweued 
Mas euer vertue in me heued 
What with his fours and my dꝛed 
That al mpfelinge gan to deed 
Foꝛ why. it was aà great aſtrayve 
Thus Jonge in his clawes laßpße 
Til at laſt he to me ſpeae 197 
In mannes voice, and caid awake 
And be not agaſt fo foꝛ ſhame n 
And called me tho by my name fe 
And for J Hhuide better abꝛaide 
Me to a wake, thus he ſaide 
Right in the fame voice and Terris 
Chat vleth one that J can neui 
And with that voice tothe fofaine 
My minde came to me againe 
Foꝛ it was goodlip ſaide to me 
So nas it neuer wonte tobe 
And here withal J gan to ſtere 
As he me in his fete bere iz 
Til that he felte that J had heate 
And feite eke tho mine hearte beate 
And tho gan he me to diſpoꝛte 
And with gentel woꝛdes me comkozte 
An ſaid twpfe, ſaint Marr 
Chou arte a nopous thinge to carx- 
And nothinge nedeth it perde 
Foꝛ alſo wiſe god helpe me 
As thou no harme halte ha ue of this 
And this caſe that betidde the is 
Is koꝛ thy loꝛe and koꝛ thy pꝛowe 
Lette ſe, darſt thou lone pet nowe 
Be kul entured vold eig 
Jam thy krende. and ther with F 
Gan koꝛ to wonder in myminde 
O God(p that madeſt al kinde 
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Shall none otherwiſe die 
Wohe der Joue wil me ſtellyfile 
Pz what thing mape this lignilte 


Jam neither Enocke ne Helye 
Pe Romulus, ne Ganemede 
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